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Friday, 28 June
I promised Mr. Venables in answer to his request that I would
stay here through August till September lit inclusive and go home
for July if my Father wants me. I hope this will he the last of the
many changes and postponements that have been made in our plans.
Going down the village I fell in with old James Jones the sawyer.
1 hear you are going away,* he said in a broken trembling voice.
And he walked down the village with me weeping as he went.
Saturday, 29 June
Called at Hay Castle and went with the four pretty girl archers
to shoot and pick up their arrows in the field opposite the Castle.
This evening I went out visiting the village people. The sinking
sun shone along the Churchyard and threw long shadows of the
Church and the tombstones over the high waving grass. All round
the lychgate and the churchyard wall die tall purple mallows are
in flower and the banks and hedges about the village are full of
them. Old Hannah Whitney was sitting in her cottage door at
work as usual with her high cap and hei little led shawl pinned over
her breast, her thin grey-bearded nutcracker face bent earnestly upon
her knitting till she glanced sharply up over hei spectacles to see
who it was that was passing.
Wednesday, 3 July
Tom Williams of Llowes and I had long been talking of going up
to Llanbedr Hill to pay a visit to the eccentric solitary, the Vicar,
and we arranged to go this morning. The day promised to be fine
and after school at 10.30 I walked over to Llowes. When the post-
man, who followed me closely, had arrived we started up a steep
stony narrow lane so overgrown and overarched with wild roses
that it was difficult for a horseman to pass, but a lane most beautiful
and picturesque with its wild luxuriant growth of fern and wild
roses and foxgloves. The foxgloves were wonderful. They grew
on both sides of the lane, multitudes, multitudes in long and deep
array.
Tom Williams was on horseback, I on foot. As we mounted the
nil!, beautiful views of mountains and valley opened gleaming
behind us, and Tom Williams pointed out to me some of the
Llowes farmhouses scattered over the hills. The road seemed
deserted as we went on our pilgrimage. All the folk were busy in

